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he's fighting for, and believes in his cause. That's a truth
as old as the world itself, and it's no use your trying to put
it forward as a discovery of your own. I'm for the old, for
the good old times. If things were going to be different I
wouldn't lift a finger to go anywhere or fight for anything.
All those on our side are men who are defending their old
privileges, suppressing the revolting people by force of arms.
And you and I are among those suppressors. I've been
studying you for a long time, Gregor Pantalievich, and I
can't understand you. ..."
" You'll understand later. Let's go," Gregor retorted, and
went towards the shed.
Desiring to please him, the mistress of the house, who had
been watching his every movement, said to Gregor:
" Would you like a drink of milk ? "
" Thank you, mother, but I haven't time to drink milk.
I'll have some later."
*
Near a shed Prokhor Zykov was zealously sipping sour
milk from a cup. He did not wink an eye as he watched
Gregor untie his horse. He wiped his lips with his sleeve, and
asked:
" Going far ? And am I coming with you ? "
Gregor boiled over, and said with cold fury ;
" You mange, what the hell are you playing at ? Don't
you know your duty ? What's my horse standing bridled
for ? Who's supposed to bring me my horse ? You devil's
glutton ! You're always chewing and never ending ! Now,
jlrop that spoon ! Where's your discipline ? You bottomless
pit I "
" And what have you flared up for ? " Prokhor muttered
in an injured tone, as he made himself comfortable in the
saddle. " You bawl away, but it's all for nothing. You're
not so old in the feathers, after all. Can't I have a bite or
sup before a journey ? What are you shouting about ? "
"Because you're enough to drive me mad, you pig's
chitterlings ! How dare you speak to me like that ? We're
just off to call on a general, so you keep your eyes skinned !
You're too used to being familiar with your superiors I
Who am I to you ? Ride five paces behind I " Gregor ordered
is he rode out of the gate.
Prokhor and the three other orderlies fell back, and Gregor,